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Editor's note 
 

Gavino Gabriel (1881-1980) published the libretto of La Jura [The Oath] in 1927,1 in view of its 

premiere at the Politeama Regina Margherita Theatre in Cagliari in 1928. In the following years the 

composer continuously revised his work and gave life to different versions of the score. All the musical 

texts from La Jura are handwritten and unpublished and are stored in the archive of the Accademia 

popolare gallurese Gavino Gabriel [Popular Academy of Gallura] in Tempio Pausania. Along with various 

versions of the libretto, the archive also houses a typewritten text of a translation into English, which 

dates back to when the composer lived in Eritrea. 

Gabriel moved to Eritrea in 1936, to direct the library of the local government. In 1941, when the Italian 

colony was handed over to the English, he was appointed Head of the Research Section, and was 

nominated consultant and translator of the Legal Documents section of the British Military 

Administration of Eritrea. Gabriel continued to work on La Jura during his stay in the African country, 

where he lived until 1953, and he commissioned Walter J. Regan, at the time Director of Education of 

the British Military Administration of Eritrea, to translate the libretto into English. The translation is not 

dated, but in the archive in Tempio Pausania there is a letter by Regan to Gabriel dated 17th July 1947, 

where Regan thanks the composer for having involved him in this project and hopes he will soon have 

the opportunity to listen to his musical work: «I shall now be looking forward to hearing it instead of 

reading it». 

This translation has a great historical value, both because the typewritten text shows some handwritten 

corrections by Gabriel and because the text in English includes several comment notes clarifying some 

parts of the libretto – mainly the ones connected to popular traditions in Sardinia – which might be 

difficult to understand for an international audience. It is hard to imagine that the translator could have 

unraveled the most difficult aspects of the text without a constant exchange of views with the author: 

the text is therefore the result of a joint work between the author and the translator, carried out with 

common diligence and passion. 

Regan's translation refers to the 1927 edition of the libretto and does not, therefore, correspond to the 

text of the last version of the score, which after various revisions was finalized by the author in 1959. It 

was never put on stage before being included in the program of the 2015 Opera Season of the Teatro 

Lirico of Cagliari in its new staging. In many passages, the new edition of the libretto is quite different 

from the one dated 1927; as a consequence, also Regan's translation underwent a revision and 

adaptation process, in order for it to correspond to the new version of the libretto. The revision of the 

original translation and the translation ex novo of the texts introduced by Gabriel in the last version of 

the opera in 1959, were carried out by Franco Staffa.   

Susanna Pasticci

                                                 
1 Gavino Gabriel, La Jura. Cinque quadri di vita gallurese per commento musicale, Italica Ars, Milano 1927. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CICCIOTTU JACÒNI, poet shepherd    tenor 
GJOMPAULU FILIANU father of      bass 
ANNA         soprano 
MATALENA, adopted daughter of GJOMPAULU   mezzo-soprano 
PASCA UCCHJTTA       Soprano 
ANGHILESA FURITTA       mezzo-soprano 
BATTISTA BURÉDDA, rich shepherd    baritone 
DIÉCU FASCIÓLA, “omu di la pricunta”2   tenor 
CICCITTU FRÉSI, “alligadori”3     baritone 
 
Shepherds, servants, women of all ages 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

Traditional costume of Aggius, a little town in Northern Sardinia, Italy 
Time: 1820-1830 

                                                 
2  TN (Translator's note): poet of the bridegroom in the ceremony of the "asking-in-marriage".   
3  TN: the alleger, the poet of the bride’s family who alleges reasons to oppose the request; part of the ceremony of 
"asking-in-marriage".   
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FIRST SCENE 
The Festival 

The Feast of Our Lady of Good Remedy – which is celebrated in a little country church 
between the towns of Arzachena and Luogosanto, near Tempio Pausania in Northern Sardinia 
– like every other rural religious feast is carried out at the expense of one or more families of 
shepherds who possess the land upon which the church stands. 

The families supervising the feast offer, according to the number of participants, one or more 
cows, to be cooked in the open air or in the cooking area under the roof of the shelter (if there 
happens to be one) adjoining the church: parts of the meat are boiled in capacious cauldrons 
for soup, and parts roasted in huge pieces on spits or skewers of aromatic wood prepared on 
the spot by shaving and sharpening striplings of birch and strawberry-trees.  

These small church-refuges, scattered around the woods and valleys, are always near a spring 
or brook, and serve as meeting-points for the dwellers of the nearby farmhouses (stazzi), 
where the family of the shepherd, who is also the owner of the flocks and pasture lands, lives in 
solitude for long months. The feast begins during the afternoon of the eve of the celebration and 
the hosts of the feast and their companions bivouac around the church, under tents attached to 
their wagons, making preparations for the following day. 

The feast acts as a country fair too and all types of commerce are carried out: cattle, land, farm 
produce and, last but not least, marriages. Girls and boys meet for the first time and get to know 
each other in the traits that can be an example of their suitability to form and maintain a new 
family. 

The maiden arrives with her relatives, either by wagon or on horse: her costume is neat but of 
every-day fashion. The young man sees her in ordinary clothes. Before the religious function 
(Missa Manna – High or Solemn Mass) she helps her mother and the servants in putting in 
order the itinerant household: she goes for water, washes a handkerchief or two: then she 
dresses in her Sunday best to make herself the object of admiring glances on coming out of the 
church. Before lunch she dances, converses and has the opportunity to show her disposition, 
tact and social graces. During the meal there is a continual quiet observation of her sobriety, 
real or assumed, her nimbleness and ability to serve, her moderation in speaking and the 
docility of her temperament. After the meal, all is put in order again: then there is dancing, 
singing, contests of strength and skill among the young men, followed by the religious service 
of vespers and preparations for departure. 

The man too has opportunities to show himself as a good horseman and marksman; he 
prevents horses and cattle from wandering too far during free grazing, and often shows his 
courage and cool-headedness in intervening in furious quarrels between horses or in following 
and overtaking a runaway colt. 

He helps out in the kitchen preparing skewers, flaying and quartering the beef. He caracoles 
with expert skill during the procession of the holy banners; he takes part in horse racing and 
target shooting to win “la palti”, the portion of meat reserved for the winner of the competition. 
He dances, sings, competes in improvising verses in poetic dueling, locally called “disputti”: he 
tries his wit in his answers and bets, and his savoir-faire in the thoughtful attention paid to 
women of all ages and positions. 

Thus the feast, so rich in ritualistic episodes and traditional practices which are the center of all 
Sardinian life – be it moral, religious, economic or sentimental – has an extreme importance in 
the understanding of the temperament of the entire population of Sardinia. 
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Explanatory notes to the First Scene 
 

Missa Manna (Missa Magna): High or Solemn Mass. 

Tàsgia (La) is the traditional choir from Gallura in Northern Sardinia, consisting of four voices 
(often completed by a fifth one), corresponding to the fauxbourdon harmonization: 

 Gróssu (bass, tonic or root) 
 Contra (contra tenorem, dominant) 
 Bóci (voice, octave) 
 Trippi (triplum, tenth) 
 Falsittu (falsum, fifteenth). 

The forms, or “modes” or “systems” of choral singing are various and in harmony with the 
different circumstances (church, dance, serenade, entertainment, parody, etc.). 

Sabaci: shiny black pearls, once used for necklaces. 

Falchetto – Hawk-eyes - nickname used for Jacòni because of his acute sight. 

Correre la lombata o la palti: take part in a horse race to win the loin or the part of the 
butchered meat, reserved for the winner of the competition.  

La mìria as in mirare (to aim): target shooting with a gun. 

Avere la tigna: to be lucky. 

Preparare gli schidioni, to make skewers made of wood, with striplings of birch and 
strawberry-trees used to roast the meat. 
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In the background, on the right, the white façade of the small church of Our Lady of Good Remedy. 
On the left and on the right the edge of the wood: a dry stone wall winds here and there among the 
trees. 
At the front: stands of nougat-makers and peddlers.  
The morning service of the “Missa Manna” (Solemn Mass) is just about to end and as the curtain 
opens the last strains of the traditional choir (La Tàsgia) can be heard from within the church. 

 

TÀSGIA (from within) 
In your holy beauty, 
the remedy for all misfortune. 
And may thy divine splendor 
free us from the darkness of error! 

They come out of the church; first come the men putting back on their long stocking-caps of black 
wool; then they arrange themselves almost carelessly in two rows at the sides of the doors; the 
women follow in groups, wearing their outer skirts up to their heads as veils. 

A FIRST GROUP OF MEN (when PASCA UCCHJTTA comes out) 
Pasca's eyes are 
two shining black pearls. 

A SECOND GROUP OF MEN (when Anna comes out with Matalena) 
Anna Filiana's mouth 
is a flaming carnation. 

A THIRD GROUP OF MEN 
Hush! 
Jacòni is listening. 

ANNA, seeing JACÒNI, lowers her eyes in confusion and hurries her step. 

NOUGAT-MAKERS 
This way for nougat!  

PEDDLERS 
Beautiful ladies, lovely things and... cheap! 

SECOND GROUP 
Is Hawk-eyes safe from the rifle?4  

THIRD GROUP 
He is not afraid of it. 

SECOND GROUP 
And Burédda? 

THIRD GROUP 
He is unaware.5  

SECOND GROUP 
Or is he a coward? 

THIRD GROUP 
Burédda?! 

                                                 
4 TN: Is he safe from the rifle of BURÉDDA, who is ANNA's fiancé? 
5 TN: of Jacòni's attentions towards Anna. 



 7  

SECOND GROUP 
Everyone knows. 6  

FRÉSI 
He that watches the game knows better than the player. 

NOUGAT-MAKERS 
This way for nougat!  

PEDDLERS 
Lovely things! 

They are all outside and they go to the shelters in the wood behind the church. A group of men, 
including Jacòni and Burédda, organize the contest to win the beef loin.  

BURÉDDA 
Who is entering for the prize? 

SHEPHERDS 
Target shooting would be better. 

BURÉDDA (to JACÒNI) 
Hawk-eyes, will you compete with me? 

JACÒNI 
Agreed! Go get the rifles. (Burédda goes out) 

SHEPHERDS 
At the caves? 

JACÒNI 
No, there are people sheltered there. 
In the wood there is a wide clearing 
walled in 
and enclosed by huge rocks: 
that is the safest and nearest place. 

BURÉDDA comes back with the rifles, accompanied by other armed men. 

Ready? 

BURÉDDA 
Ready! 

ALL 
Let us go! 

They go out. The throng of men, women, boys and girls increases around the nougat stands, where 
there is singing to the music of guitars and accordions: there are “disputti” (poetic dueling), they 
play cards and the game of “morra”.7 Some people of the region of Désulo pass by with their colorful 
costume, carrying colorful knapsacks on their shoulders, from which wooden ladles, forks and spoons 
appear: on their forearm they carry spurs, bridles and crude wool blankets. Anna and Matalena are 
among the women. Now and then the crackling of rifle shots can be heard from the wood.  

NOUGAT-MAKERS 
Nougat here! Carapigna!8  

THE PEOPLE OF DÉSULO 

                                                 
6 TN: of Jacòni's attentions towards Anna. 
7 TN: game of guessing the sum of fingers shown by the contestants. 
8 TN: Sardinian sorbet-like refreshment. 
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Spurs and bridles! 

CARD-PLAYERS9  
The last!10  

OTHER CARD-PLAYERS 
The devil you say! Was it the only one you had? 

CARD-PLAYERS 
I say, babbler, be quiet! 

MORRA-PLAYERS 
Six. That is all!  

ONLOOKERS (displeased) 
You must be lucky! 

OTHERS (laughing) 
Good job! 

NOUGAT-MAKERS 
Carapigna here! Nougat! 

 PEOPLE OF DÉSULO 
Spurs and bridles! 

FASCIÓLA  
If you are content you can resign  
like any goat does!11 

NOUGAT-MAKERS 
Nougat here! 

PEDDLERS 
Lovely things! 

BY-STANDERS (listening in admiration) 
May an evil death seize you from afar!  

Traditional dance of Aggius (tre in cincu). 

FIRST GROUP OF WOMEN 
Let us go to the kitchen! 

SECOND GROUP OF WOMEN 
Mother is there, and aunt too! 

FIRST GROUP 
They have been standing over the fire all morning! 

SECOND GROUP 
Come, let us lend them a hand! 

ANGHILESA FURITTA comes in and draws ANNA aside whispering to her, with mime gestures: 

                                                 
9 TN: playing the Italian game of “tressette”. 
10 TN: said when one plays the last card of his suit of trumps. 
11 TN: the word used for goat is “becco” – and in Italian “becco” when used with “contento” (content) means a 
husband who is complacent at being deceived by his wife, because he gains by it in business, etc. However, this 
line seems rather unimportant being merely an interruption from the versifiers, just as the card players. 
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ANGHILESA 
(Anna!) 

ANNA 
(What do you want?) 

ANGHILESA 
(Come here!)  

They approach each other very slowly, tacitly, looking at the goods for sale in the shelters; PASCA 
follows them, first only with her eyes, then moving slowly. 

ANGHILESA 
He wants to speak to you. 

ANNA (insincere, pretending not to understand) 
Burédda? 

While ANNA utters the name of BURÉDDA, PASCA passes behind the two and overhears: she then 
hurries to the church but returns in time to hear where the meeting-place is. 

ANGHILESA 
No, Jacòni. 

ANNA 
And dad ? Where is he ?  

ANGHILESA 
He is quite intent on preparing skewers. 

PASCA passes again while ANNA is rapidly saying: 

ANNA 
In half an hour I shall be behind the caves 
with Matalena. 

ANGHILESA (wonderingly) 
With her?? 

ANNA 
Yes. 

ANGHILESA 
Do you trust her?! 

ANNA 
She loves Burédda. 

ANGHILESA (with a gesture of amazement: then realizing the possible usefulness of the situation, 
moralizes) 

Very well. 
Her broken heart 
will be your comfort. 

ANNA (begging a favor) 
Don't awaken suspicion. 

They are lost in the crowd of blabbing women who are going to the kitchens. The voices and 
cadences of the dance continue and while the scene is being changed, THREE VOICES from within are 
heard, contaminating with an original creation the traditional chant of three “t{sgi” as they sing: 
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THREE VOICES (from within) 
Who has seen my beautiful fairy 
who has fled flying from me? 
Trilling an age-old song 
Like a nightingale. 

 

CURTAIN 
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SECOND SCENE 
The Caves 

 
 

Explanatory notes to the Second Scene 
 
Give a hand to God, who is the sole arbiter of human life; it means to kill. 
The evil serpent lives near my bed, my enemy is one of my neighbors, his lands border mine. 
 
 

*** 
 

A wood of oak and cork trees surrounded by bramble bushes, ferns and honeysuckles: among the 
trees the distant whiteness of the small country church. On the left, a huge pile of gigantic granite 
rocks which form vast caves and grottoes.  
Pasca appears warily from between a thicket of strawberry-trees. She thinks the secret meeting is 
between Anna and Burédda, who has seduced Pasca, and wishes to interrupt it by announcing her 
scandal. 

 
PASCA 
They are to come here. A short talk together 
will be a truce to their illicit love. 
For the torment of bitter remorse, 
for the anguish which consumes my soul, 
may my revenge find a blessing. (She hears a rustling sound of footsteps) 
Here she is: now is my time!  

She disappears into the wood while from the right come ANNA and MATALENA, cautiously and a trifle 
bewildered. 

ANNA 
Sister, you know 
how unrestrained is our father's wrath... 
Be sure to warn me in time 
if he should come upon us here. 

MATALENA 
And you do not be long.  

She goes back into the wood, while ANNA looks about anxiously. 

ANNA  
Holy Virgin, look after me, 
after my anguish, after our love! 
In the anxiety of a blind fate, 
with trembling heart I turn to you, 
you only I implore, o Virgin, Mother of Love! 
Holy Virgin, o Mother mine, 
give peace to my heart! 
If your divine power does not comfort me, 
who will ever give me comfort? 
Only in you I confide, 
Holy Virgin, in this hour of grief. 
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JACÒNI (armed, comes out from a bush near the caves: he approaches ANNA and says tenderly)  
Anna, my fairy! 

ANNA (with great love, yet with virginal shyness) 
Speak... 

JACÒNI 
In your presence I cannot speak, 
because words have no longer sense; 
only your two bright eyes know my entire yearning: 
and in you every ardor is purified 
and my soul becomes like a child! 

ANNA (sweetly, scolding him) 
And you threatened...! 

JACÒNI (bitterly) 
Oh, how vain are threats 
before your eyes! 
But you, you who love me... 
yet are slave to your father's pride! 

ANNA (sweetly) 
Why do you speak like this? 

JACÒNI (violent) 
Who does that hell 
of a father want you to be a slave to? 

ANNA (more sweetly) 
Do not say so! 

JACÒNI (excited) 
Do you not want 
me to defend our love? 

ANNA (passionately) 
I love you! 

JACÒNI (still bitterly) 
That word would be my heaven, 
if it came from your heart. 
But I do not feel in your desire 
your will tremble in revolt... 
You love me! yet another... (almost with sarcasm) 

ANNA (beggingly) 
Hush! 

JACÒNI (excited) 
Another will have 
your caresses... 

ANNA (instinctively shuddering) 
Ah, hush! 

JACÒNI (more and more proudly) 
And though reluctant 
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you will yield.  

ANNA (beggingly) 
Have pity! 

JACÒNI (violent) 
You will give yourself, 
no longer reluctant! 

ANNA 
Do not say that. 

JACÒNI (with terrifying fierceness) 
Death 
darkens my eyes with blood! 

ANNA (falling on her knees) 
Virgin of Good Remedy! 

Almost at the same time, but from opposite directions, come MATALENA, terrified and in anguish for 
for her inability to keep watch, and GJOMPAULU FILIANU, armed and angry. 

FILIANU 
You invoke her here? 

ANNA (bending lower, passively awaiting death) 
Alas! 

JACÒNI (turning suddenly and resolutely) 
Gjompaulu Filianu! 
Will you give Anna to me? 

FILIANU (barely turning his head towards JACÒNI, as above) 
Who are you? 

JACÒNI (advancing with firmness, with no emphasis) 
I am a man 
whose heart is in the middle of his chest. 

FILIANU 
You exaggerate. 

JACÒNI 
I will prove it! 

FILIANU (with a swift change of voice and attitude, gazing with keen eyes into the depths of the poet's 
eyes) 

Do you have an ear 
like a profound abyss?12  

JACÒNI (attentively but simply) 
Like a tomb! 

FILIANU 
Come near me... 

JACÒNI approaches warily but with no fear, while the two women listlessly stand backs to the rocks, 
mutually supporting each other. 

                                                 
12 TN: can you guard a secret? 
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FILIANU (whispering) 
My daughter will be your lady! 

JACÒNI (coldly) 
At what price? 

FILIANU (sardonically) 
A helping hand to God!  

JACÒNI (shuddering with disgust) 
You want a killer!? 

FILIANU 
No, not I,  
but my honor! 

JACÒNI (with a tremor of hate) 
Who? 

FILIANU (darkly, almost as if speaking to himself) 
The evil serpent 
lives near my bed. 

JACÒNI 
Who? 

FILIANU 
His lair beside me stinks... 

JACÒNI 
Who? 

FILIANU (with restrained fury) 
Peppe Medonna, 
the devil! 

JACÒNI (moving back instinctively with horror and looking ahead as if he could actually see the intended 
victim) 

O hell!... 
O infinite sea of blood!... 

Turning his gaze he meets Anna's irresistible eyes, as she is still on the ground. With anguish: 

Oh, my dream of heaven!  

He pauses. FILIANU, immobile after his burst of fury, stares at him with evil eyes. The poet slowly 
turns his eyes from ANNA's, raises them to heaven and murmurs an anguished question: 

Is it destiny? 

He pauses. Then, gloomy and without looking at FILIANU but beckoning to him with a contemptuous 
gesture of his hand: 

I require 
an oath! 

FILIANU (coldly) 
You shall have it. 
Do you have the medallions? 

JACÒNI (staring at him with hatred) 
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On your scapular.  

GJOMPAULU makes an imperceptible movement due to terror, but with no hesitation takes off his long 
wool cap, unbuttons the top of his vest and his shirt and takes a ribbon with the holy medals off his 
neck: he places them on the ground beside his cap, over them he crosses his rifle and JACÒNI's, he then 
kneels and places the palm of his right hand over the medals, while JACÒNI, with a darker face, 
uncovers his head. 

FILIANU (whispering, slowly) 
If you kill Peppe Medonna 
(my oath goes 
before God!) 
Anna, my daughter, will be your wife. 

He raises his right hand, crosses himself and kisses his palm. JACÒNI without turning to FILIANU takes 
his rifle, leaps towards ANNA, almost lifting her from the ground, hugs her madly and with an 
unearthly shriek: 

JACÒNI 
Anna, 
my salvation and my damnation! (He kisses her) 
In you lies my fate: 
life or death? 

ANNA (carried away by terror) 
For you may it be life!  

JACÒNI 
O, my life! 

While FILIANU puts on his scapular, JACÒNI, as if chased by demons, rushes headlong into the wood. 
Through the silence there, between the rocks, comes the distant noise of the feast. Above it clearly 
stands a “T{sgia”, slow, faint because of the distance but clear, on the notes of a love novena by 
father Gavino Pes. 

TASGIA (from within) 
Who would have told me 
That he who owed me so much 
Would betray me! ... 

 

CURTAIN 
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THIRD SCENE 
The Spring  

 
 
 
 

 
 

Wherever a spring is discovered, the eager shepherds hasten to build a shelter to protect it 
from the sun and from wandering animals who might obstruct its free flow or muddy its water. 
This covering is often made of masonry, like a deep niche, with an architecture resembling 
Greek tholoi:13 and for passers-by who stop there to quench their thirst and to rest, a small 
bowl made of cork (nappédda) is placed on the roof of the "tholos" or in some thicket in plain 
view. 

The spring causes paths and by-paths to converge towards it, so that it is one of the few places 
where in this uninhabited land, rare wanderers meet and exchange news. 
 
 
 

*** 
 

 
An afternoon in early September. JACÒNI enters with a knapsack on one shoulder, his rifle on the other 
one. He has grown a beard, his hair is long, his face thin and pale; his movements are steadier. He puts 
his knapsack down near the fountain, the rifle beside it, and he takes off his cap which he tosses upon 
one shoulder; he takes a cork bowl (nappédda), dips it in the water and takes a long sip, twice. Then he 
sits down, puts his cap back on and sits motionless with his hands locked, clasped over one knee. 

 
JACÒNI (slowly, his voice even and grave) 

A year!  
A momentary dream! 
Eternity. (He pauses. Then with a deep sigh) 
Oh torment without respite! 
Behold the dark path 
which marks the bloody journey to death... 
The will is vexed 
by the anguish of doubt... 
But you, pure light of dreams, 
invoked in the blind moment of my fate, 
you whom I sought beyond death, 
will you give me a moment of lull in my remorse? 

He falls into his former position, not bothering to observe PASCA UCCHJTTA who is passing through the 
wilderness on her way to Aggius, with a sack upon her head and a cane for support. 
Because of a tragic accident she has lost her little daughter Salvatora, the fruit of her seduction by 
BURÉDDA; now she goes about, looking for her baby: since the tragedy she has gone slightly mad and 
in her speech she mixes sense with the nonsense of madness. 

                                                 
13 TN: domed buildings. 
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PASCA 
I seek and seek again... 
Where art thou? Where art thou?  
Salvatora, Salvatora... 
I have sought... and sought... 
and sought, in wilderness and mountain for my treasure! 
Salvatora, child of my heart! 
Salvatora, my vessel of gold! 
Where art thou? 
Where art thou, my heart! 
Can you not hear my voice, heart of mine?  

She sees JACÒNI and approaches him, saying without surprise. 

Welcome to our land! 

JACÒNI looks at her sorrowfully and with interest. 

You do not know... perhaps you do know, 
that my bridge-groom is the husband (to be) of Anna Filiana? 

JACÒNI (leaping to her side with anxiety) 
Has the devil got into you? 

PASCA (quietly) 
Will you not know how to avenge me? 

JACÒNI (desperately) 
Eternal damnation! (To PASCA, harshly) 
Are you raving? 

PASCA (as before) 
Burédda is my husband 
and my Salvatora is lost, 
and Burédda is to marry Anna. 

JACÒNI (quieting his interior agitation) 
Pasca Ucchjtta, do you recognize me? 

PASCA (with a slight effort) 
You are Cicciottu Jacòni! 
You are the siren of old: 
you have taken your song to far places 
and you bring it back even more beautiful; 
 and you will kill my spouse 
who is to marry Anna... 
and Salvatora is lost... 

She disappears into the wood, gripped by her madness, leaving JACÒNI motionless. 

My gold, my silver! 

She disappears, but her voice can still be heard. 

Salvatora, my lovely little one, 
where are you hiding?  

A VOICE OF A SHEPHERD (to the tempo of a local folk dance) 
Tell me, oh days now gone, why you do not return.  
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Tell me, oh days now lost, why you do not come back. 

JACÒNI (rousing himself slightly, in a subdued voice) 
The oath!? 
Was it a dream due to inebriation? 
Endless raving? (looking about) 
But it was a dream! The ambush... 
The horrible shriek of the stricken beast, 
the terrible spasm of my heart... 
Ah, frightful dream 
that forever burdens me...  

He falls back again near the spring. Some shepherds, among them BURÉDDA and FRÉSI, pass on their 
way to GJOMPAULU FILIANU's farmhouse. 

BURÉDDA AND THE OTHER SHEPHERDS (seeing JACÒNI with pleasure and amazement) 
Welcome, Jacòni. 

JACÒNI (affectionately) 
Well met. 

They embrace. 

BURÉDDA 
Here you are again, and longed for! 
I count on you remaining here with us: (with kind maliciousness) 
if only some Corsican maid 
enamored of your singing 
does not call you to trade away  
from our land of Gallura. 

JACÒNI (simply) 
I remain here. Any news? 

FRÉSI 
Have you heard of Peppe Medonna? 

JACÒNI (coldly) 
I know nothing. 

FRÉSI 
He was killed. 

JACÒNI (with secret anguish) 
By whom? 

BURÉDDA (sadly) 
Malicious gossip 
blames old Filianu 
who could not kill a fly. 

JACÒNI (boldly curious) 
How did it happen? 

BURÉDDA 
A month after you left, 
Zio Peppe's body was found, 
at an hour's distance from his farmhouse, 
bathed in his own blood 
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and with a bullet in his heart. 
No one knows more about it. 

FRÉSI (as if to justify it) 
He was an aggressive old man! 

JACÒNI (mechanically) 
In God alone is the right to cause death. 

After a brief pause of reflection, to BURÉDDA, still hiding his thoughts: 

And no other news? 

FRÉSI 
Yes, and better. Tomorrow is the engagement 
of Burédda with Anna Filiana. 

JACÒNI 
Ah! 

BURÉDDA (simply) 
You will come with your beautiful Muse! 

JACÒNI (ambiguously) 
You are catching me in a trap! 

BURÉDDA (sincerely) 
You will come. 
Without the poet the ceremony is vain.  

JACÒNI (after a moment of hesitation, in a subdued voice) 
I shall come. 

FRÉSI 
Do you have songs for dancing? 

JACÒNI (as if to himself) 
I shall sing my most beautiful song, 
which was inspired by this fountain! 

BURÉDDA 
It is agreed. See you tomorrow! 
You need no other invitation! 

SHEPHERDS (shaking his hand) 
Adieu! 

JACÒNI (a bit absent-mindedly) 
Adieu! 

While the shepherds enter the wood and are lost to sight, JACÒNI throws himself down again by the 
fountain. Then he sighs, as if dreaming. 

JACÒNI 
O divine dream, ever living in my heart! 
My soul soars 
like the sigh of God, Flame of Love... 
O sweet languishing of a flower. 
Thus without peace in my soul, 
I go ever seeking my fairy! 
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Wading through shadeless deserts 
and crossing lightless wildernesses, 
with a thorn cruelly piercing my heart: 
and blood before my eyes, 
and blood in my fleeting dreams 
and blood in the white line of dawn... (he rises and takes his rifle) 
Anna, my fairy, 
do you know what torment of consuming destiny 
stands over your white dove nest? 
When the man is lulled to rest, the covetous beast 
is aroused by your flaming month! (he pauses, then unmoving and slowly) 
Is my fate in your hands? 
And in me be death!14  

VOICE OF A SHEPHERD (high and sweet, in the distance) 
Splendor-giving moon, 
True Orient star.... 

Interlude (La disispirata)15  

TÀSGIA (from within) 
My beautiful, my virtues  
are devoted to you, my matron. 
I have nothing more,  
I (only) have my heart and you own it. 

 

 

CURTAIN 

                                                 
14 TN: he has already killed her father's enemy. Now, it seems, he must kill her father who has broken his oath by 
giving Anna to another man. 
15 TN: one of the traditional forms of singing accompanied by the guitar, performed in musical competitions in 
Sardinia. 
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FOURTH SCENE 
The Ceremony of "Asking-In-Marriage" 

 
 

The pricunta or ceremony of “asking-in-marriage” (from the Spanish precuntar, to ask) and 
the abbracciu (the embrace symbolizing the official engagement) are, among the peasants of 
Gallura, the most solemn ceremonies taking place in the shepherds' houses, the stazzi. 

The latter (from the Latin statio, station) are rustic farmhouses where shepherds live all year 
long (whether they are owners or just guardians of the flocks and land) with their families and 
servants (ziracchi). The word stazzi includes also the ownership of the surrounding woods and 
clearings and the farmhouse is not so much the center of activity, but rather the best point of 
access or observation, to watch the animals pasturing there freely and the passers-by or 
hunters who happen along. 

There are a few thousands of these stazzi scattered in the mountains and valleys in Gallura, 
often distant many hours, even on horseback, from the few populated centers of that vast and 
nearly impenetrable region. 

They are of all types: from huts, miserable, smoky chambers built with no art or measure, 
where people, furniture and tools are all heaped together, to great houses constructed 
according to the traditional rules of granite architecture, with several large and airy rooms and 
sometimes an upper story and a cellar: all around it are smaller buildings, barns, haylofts, hen 
coops, pigpens (crina), goat pens (salconi) and enclosures walled by dry-stone walls (vaccili 
and vacciléddu) where cows are gathered, away from the pastures, for their daily milking. 

The "asking-in-marriage" is usually carried out by a poet (canzunadori) who acts for the 
bridegroom (omu di la pricunta)16 and is received by another poet who represents the bride's 
family and is called alligadori or "alleger" because he "alleges" reasons or quibbles to oppose 
the request and better prove the worth of the prospective bride and her family. In times past 
this poetic dueling, made of metaphors and hidden-meanings, had the commercial character of 
a bargaining, aimed at raising the price, that is the dowry that the bridegroom paid, formally 
and symbolically with a handful of silver coins, in order to obtain the girl. 

The rifle shots are not merely a demonstration of joy and well-wishing, but recall the actual 
conquest of maidens that in the past took place with the use of arms, by means of aggression 
and kidnapping: when violence was not decisive, this sort of conquest was solved through a 
process of buying-and-selling. 

The greatest and most important representatives of the two families are present at the "asking-
in-marriage" ceremony, coming on horseback from the remotest stazzi, with gifts of all sorts. 

The "asking-in marriage" is followed by the solemn embrace and official betrothal, which is a 
double act of taking possession: by the groom and all his family, who "pay" and similarly 
embrace the maiden, who is now a living and responsible part of her new family, and by the 
groom individually, as he embraces all the girls who are relatives of the bride, becoming from 
that moment their guardian and protector. 

                                                 
16 TN: poet of the ceremony of “asking-in-marriage”. 
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The scene is divided into two parts. 
On the right, occupying two-thirds of the stage, the interior of GJOMPAULU FILIANU's farmhouse with 
the square fireplace (zidda) in the center; pear-shaped cheeses and ring-shaped loaves of bread are 
hung on two beams suspended from the ceiling, either straddling them or skewered . Antique, 
gleaming black strong boxes, a dresser and shelves for kitchen utensils and milk-bottles, huge bins 
and bales of wheat - all arrayed orderly. 
The other portion of the stage is an outside space ringed by small oak-trees, among which are 
occasional granite seats (stradi) and a two-step mounting block, also made of granite: large forks 
used for carrying milk-pails. Behind the oak-trees an encircling dry-stone wall with a small wooden 
gate (jaca). 
In the background: a valley in the wilderness beyond which are the mountains of Aggius. 
Within the house, the female contingent of the FILIANU family: GJOMPAULU is the only man present. 
Outside the men are waiting, their backs to the wall on both sides of the doorway, their rifles in their 
hands. 

 
THE WOMEN (in a low tone) 

Matalena has a dull fever... 

ANGHILESA (to Anna, softly) 
Child of my heart, 
offer the extreme sacrifice 
as a gift to the Blessed Virgin! 

ANNA (rigid as an automaton, hardened by her suffering) 
I await my destiny. 

THE WOMEN (as whispering) 
Anna doesn't seem to be enjoying it! 
And love which does not cost pain 
will not do her much good. 

ANGHILESA (sweetly) 
You will always be loved. 

ANNA (with the simplicity of desperate resignation) 
But against God... 

ANGHILESA 
God is good; 
only man is sad (taking Anna's hands maternally). 
He has come back. 

ANNA (disturbed and anxious) 
Anghilesa! 

ANGHILESA (sweetly) 
Child, 
I have always seen inside your heart 
as in a limpid spring. 
He will come, but not to betray you! 
Malicious tongues are ready here! 
I shall assist you.  

ANNA (with controlled animation) 
Do not fear! 
An eternal anxiety has worn 
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itself out in me! 

FILIANU (to MATALENA, roughly) 
Are you at a funeral? 

MATALENA (sorrowfully and humbly) 
I want to be joyful… 

FILIANU 
Then why 
do you cry and sigh? 

MATALENA 
I feel a vague uneasiness 
in my person... 

FILIANU (harshly) 
Oh you, do not imitate your sister, 
and keep the vague uneasiness 
for tomorrow. 

He leaves her brusquely. MATALENA with a sigh joins a group of women who surround her, as 
questioning her, while others busy themselves preparing trays and carrying them into the 
“c{mmara”, the inner room. Outside, in silence, are the armed men.  
Suddenly from the wilderness comes a crackling of shots.  
The armed men answer them by shooting, while the bridegroom's family appear at the edge of the 
wood, their rifles smoking. 
Among them in first line, BURÉDDA and DIÉCU FASCIÓLA, the poet of the "asking". CICCITTU FRÉSI, the 
"alleger", who is on the threshold, speaks first, while inside they all stand listening – including 
Gjompaulu, who has stopped between the “c{mmara” and the “zidda”.17 

FRÉSI (to the bridegroom's family) 
Gallant gentlemen, 
are you taking your chances? 

FASCIÓLA 
No! We are seeking a tender dove 
that has eluded our bullets. 

FRÉSI (ironically) 
And, surely, you think 
I have her in my pocket! 

FASCIÓLA (in the same joking tone) 
No, I would never believe you so capable 
and so worthy a man! 
Only, we are certain 
she has taken refuge in this nest. 

FRÉSI 
And where is the hunter? 

FASCIÓLA (introducing BURÉDDA) 
Here he is: a valiant one! 

FRÉSI (opening the door, speaking to those within) 
Then let the dove come forward 

                                                 
17 TN: between the inner and the fireplace room. 
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to see if he recognizes her! 

Some of the girls are brought forward one at a time by two of the bride's attendants: they are then 
led away at BURÉDDA's negative gesture in answer to FRÉSI’s question "Is this her?" When they bring 
MATALENA, pale and disturbed, BURÉDDA makes a move as if to approach her. A first girl appears. 

FRÉSI 
Is this her? 

BURÉDDA says no; the first girl runs away. A second girl appears. 

FRÉSI 
Is this her? 

BURÉDDA says no; the second girl runs away. A third girl appears. 

FRÉSI 
Is this her? 

BURÉDDA says no. The girl runs away. Matalena appears. 

FRÉSI 
Is this her? 

BURÉDDA sternly makes a negative gesture and MATALENA slowly goes back in, hardly repressing a sob. 

FRÉSI (with malice) 
I see that 
you have an expert eye... 

ANNA appears clothed in white satin, between ANGHILESA and another attendant. She is very pale, her 
eyes downcast. 

FRÉSI (winking) 
This one? 

BURÉDDA (without warmth) 
It is. 

FRÉSI (joyfully) 
Then take her! 

The Embrace 
A woman hands him a plate, and he takes his place beside the bride. 
BURÉDDA approaches, draws a handful of silver pieces from the pocket of his waist-coat and puts 
them on the plate. Then he kisses ANNA, motionless, on the mouth: he embraces his new relatives and 
goes into the house, followed by GJOMPAULU. 
(A) All the girls run away. 
(B) He follows and forcefully kisses them, and they flee. While BURÉDDA follows and embraces the 
girls, dancers enter the scene, progressively forming pairs for the dance. 
(C) MATALENA is in a corner. BURÉDDA approaches her fearfully and she sobs silently. He presses her 
to himself passionately, she abandons herself to him for an ecstatic moment, then runs away 
disappearing inside the inner room, followed by him. 
Meanwhile outside (A) the groom's relatives kiss the bride on the mouth after putting on the plate 
some a silver coin, others more than one, others a silk handkerchief. 
(B) Last comes JACÒNI, who puts down his silver coin, does not kiss her, but touches her forehead with 
his right hand. 
(C) ANNA, almost fainting, is supported by ANGHILESA, who murmurs words of comfort in her ear. 
Then they all enter, men and women with trays of sweets, glasses and cups of coffee. Many of 
FILIANU's kinfolks greet JACÒNI. 
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SHEPHERDS (joyously) 
Jacòni has come! 

GJOMPAULU jumps up, stares, gives and receives a glance of hatred: then he disappears unobserved by 
all except Jacòni, who however joins in the celebration glibly. 

SOME SHEPHERDS 
Do you have songs for dancing? 

OTHER MEN (forestalling him) 
He has knapsacks full of them! 

SOME SHEPHERDS (to those eating) 
Gluttons, will you hurry? 

OTHER MEN 
To the dance, to the dance! 

SOME SHEPHERDS 
And the cuncordu?18 

FRÉSI 
Plenty of it! You, Jacòni, come to the center. 

SHEPHERDS (all) 
Join hands. 

Men and women, alternating, join hands to form a closed circle. BURÉDDA stands between ANNA and 
MATALENA, who are very sad. In the center three "accompanists" arrange themselves, their right 
arms around each other's necks, their heads bowed towards the center. They wait for JACÒNI to 
complete the inner circle, without approaching the cuncordu singers. 

JACÒNI (a bit humorously) 
I shall sing the song, 
but I also want to take part in the dance; 
and I want the bride's hand! 

BURÉDDA (simply) 
It is for Anna to decide. (to ANNA) 
Do you consent? 

ANNA (looking at BURÉDDA forcedly) 
Do you consent? 

BURÉDDA 
It is an honor to have poetry at one's side... 
here, Jacòni! 

Taking ANNA's other hand, already held by a shepherd, JACÒNI thus stands between ANNA and 
ANGHILESA, who blushes and pales, afraid. 

THE DANCERS (shouting) 
Attention! 

The two circles close, the dancers' one and that of the three "accompanists", who finally put their 
heads together, their arms still around their necks. 

JACÒNI (without a moment's hesitation, he begins the first verse which gives the intonation and the 
tempo) 

                                                 
18 TN: traditional Sardinian polyphonic folk singing. 
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It is not worth loving a wretched heart, 
No lover will ever see it in his hands. 
Bad words, spite and grief 
Are the result of my slavery.  
It is not worth much that you once loved me, 
If now you mock me to silence me. 

The three voices of the "accompanists" follow the varied cadences, in accord with the inspiration of 
the poet. Every now and then, Jacòni grasps ANNA's hand feverishly. She, with ever-growing anguish, 
seems to abandon herself more and more to the poet, as little-by-little the song brings back to mind 
the long year of torture and mysterious terror. BURÉDDA is quite occupied with MATALENA, who an 
unexpected recklessness makes vivacious and tender, returning BURÉDDA's attention.  
The men speak to the women with smiles and gallantry, while the women bow their heads. Only a 
few are listening to the song. 

THE WOMEN 
Your song is sweet. 

THE MEN 
And full of pain. 

JACÒNI 
To obey you I have leapt over a moat, 
A moat that was not meant to be leapt. 
I have been damaged, but I cannot complain, 
Because those who do not know might come to know it. 
Considering how the world (fate) changes. 
It is better for a person to be dead. 

At the end of the song Anna faints on JACÒNI's arm, no one, save JACÒNI and ANGHILESA, having 
understood or foreseen it. ANGHILESA rapidly gathers ANNA into her arms and while BURÉDDA, 
MATALENA and others, disturbed and feeling an evil presentiment because of this inauspicious event, 
gather around, she places ANNA upon a mattress brought in hurriedly. JACÒNI, unobserved by all, goes 
into the inner room, then leaves the house by jumping out of the window. All are in a tumult. ANNA 
has violent convulsions which shake those supporting her. Her teeth chatter in chill and fever. The 
women feel her pulse, consult together, joining their hands in prayer, weeping silently. 

SOME WOMEN 
Our Lady of Good Remedy! 

OTHERS 
May God save us from calamity! 

SOME WOMEN 
How did it happen? 

OTHERS 
It is a year now that she has suffered! 

SOME WOMEN 
She has suffered the pains of a soul in Purgatory! 

BURÉDDA 
Anghilesa, some vinegar!  

ANGHILESA (with a little bottle) 
Here is the vinegar. 

She pours a little into her hand and gently strokes Anna's forehead. 
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THE WOMEN (seeking an exorcism against the "evil eye") 
Salt... Water... 
Oil... Zia Riparata!  

They hand a cup of water to an old distinguished lady, ZIA RIPARATA; another woman has another 
cup with some oil and in the palm of her other hand a bit of kitchen salt. The old lady makes an 
exorcism: she stares at the water, making the sign of the cross three times over the water with three 
grains of salt – then throws the salt into the water. She dips her finger in the oil and lets it drip in the 
water. They all look inside the cup. 

THE WOMEN (seeing the “evil eyes”) 
Here it is! 
As clear as the sun. 

ZIA RIPARATA 
Girls... 

While the sorceress is about to explain the enchantment, a shot rings out followed by a smothered 
cry. Then JACÒNI's shrill voice is heard nearby. 

JACÒNI (off-stage, shouting from inside) 
Filianu! 

The poet comes dashing in from the rear door where FILIANU went out; confused he asks in a terrible 
voice: 

Where is Filianu? 

THE MEN (in dismay) 
Where is he? 

Some shepherds take their rifles and run out. 

THE WOMEN 
Misfortune! 

JACÒNI (As if telling a story, with the bewilderment of a spectator) 
I clearly heard his voice shouting 
"Stop, Medonna"! 

BURÉDDA AND MATALENA (horrified, screaming terribly) 
Oh! 

JACÒNI (turning to them as if asking for an explanation) 
What? 

ANGHILESA (collapsing upon Anna's body while the other women draw near each other fearfully) 
Tragedy! 

Shepherds' voices come nearer from outside: then four of them are seen, followed by several others, 
coming out of the wood carrying FILIANU, who is about to die, and entering the house. 

MATALENA (running to meet the sad cortege and flinging herself upon her father's body with a desperate 
cry) 

Father! 

FILIANU (his voice clear, but lifeless, in the deep silence) 
It is.. God's.... justice... (he bows his head on his chest) 

 

While everyone gathers around the sad group and the elder women lend aid, mad PASCA passes 
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behind the dry-stone wall, her white sack upon her head, preceded by her cry, calling her lost child. 

PASCA (from within) 
My gold! My silver! (She appears behind the wall) 
Salvatora, my beautiful one, 
where are you hiding? (She disappears into the wood) 
Where are you hiding? 

 

 

 

CURTAIN 
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FIFTH SCENE 
The “Zidda” 

 
 

Explanatory notes to the Fifth Scene 

 

The mother-room of the shepherds' house is called zidda from the fireplace made of a huge 
square-shaped stone. The latter is in the center of the room or “casa manna” (large room) and 
it is made of a large paving stone, polished and fitted into the ground, or of a stratum of beaten 
white clay, where the fire is kept continually lit. 

Because of the smoke spreading freely, the walls and ceiling rafters take on a gleaming black 
surface: the smoke and the heat of the fireplace are put to good use by suspending above it a 
grid made of reeds (cannicciu) which holds wheels of cheese and of salted ricotta and strings of 
sausages. 

The whistle of "l'assentu" is a sound used only by a person milking the cows. Assentu (from 
assintà, to settle) is the position that half-wild cows must take, tightly bound muzzle to muzzle 
to their calves, so that they remain still during milking. Even so, it happens frequently that 
cows refuse to give their milk in order to offer their full udders to their calves: thus the milker 
makes a long-drawn, monotonous sound which has an hypnotic effect and charms the cow into 
releasing its milk. 

Starruta or stirruta (from sternere) is a high-pitched call or greeting, which covers great 
distances, spreading through the air until there is no breath left, ending in a fast and solid laugh 
(scaccadda), like the irrintzina of the Basques described by Pierre Loti in his "Ramuntcho". 

The evil-hour: a malevolent influence which in certain regions affects both possessions and 
people already "marked" by misfortune and curses. It is a living belief of those who due to 
continued unhappiness are anxious and suspicious. 
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ANNA, having called off the wedding with Burédda, remains in solitude. BURÉDDA, freed of the burden 
of FILIANU, has married MATALENA. 
The entire fireplace-room in ANNA FILIANA's house, furnished as in the scene of the "asking-in-
marriage” ceremony. It is grape harvest time; every few minutes a servant passes, bustling around.  
Outside a recall whistle, the “assentu” whistle of the milkers and a very long, faraway “starruta” can 
be heard. Women picking grapes can  also be  heard as they sing. 
ANNA in mourning, with a black handkerchief over her eyes, sits cross-legged (Arab-style) near the 
fire-place (zidda), where there are some flameless glowing brands, which every now and again 
redden the girl's face. In a corner of the stone, a blackened coffee-pot. 
ANNA is spinning with a distaff, slowly, indifferently, often stopping as she works. 

 

GRAPE-PICKER 
Courage, harvesters! 

ANNA (to herself) 
Eternal solitude, 
like sorrow in my life! 
Sweet oblivion dear to my soul, 
whither is your flight tending? 
And my heart is left here 
alone to martyrdom. 
Ah, to languish only in weeping! 
Sweet oblivion, sigh of the heart, 
when will I have your consolation? 
And shall there only be weeping for me, 
day and night? 
Life has ended, thus. 

She calls a passing servant who stops but does not approach her. 

Pietro, call Anghilesa! 

The servant goes out. She takes up her work again, as above. 

 Two fierce enemies, 
 against a poor woman's heart... 
 Hatred.... love! 

Cold night... 
stifling afternoon! 
Oh balm, oh welcome death! 

GRAPE-PICKER 
Be swift working with your hands! 

ANGHILESA enters with a semi-cylindrical cork vessel (jona) and a sickle, she has a large fringed 
handkerchief knotted behind her neck and her skirts are raised. She puts down the cork vessel and 
the sickle and approaches ANNA, sitting beside her. 

ANGHILESA (affectionately) 
Did you call me, child?! 

ANNA (sighing) 
I cannot remain alone any longer! 

ANGHILESA (purposely misunderstanding) 
He is ready... 
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ANNA (with a start of terror) 
No! Hush! 

She pauses. Then softly as if to herself: 

You do not understand: 
I am afraid of the evil hour...! 

ANGHILESA 
You always rant and rave, 
because you always hide 
in the folly of your sorrow. 

ANNA 
I suffer!19 

ANGHILESA (with a certain strength) 
You want to suffer... 
You, would choose the evil that gnaws at you: 
you, do not listen to your own heart 
or to that of who adores you. 
And the burning pain which torments you 
is the voice of God 
calling you to life! 

ANNA (sorrowfully) 
Death is in me... 

ANGHILESA 
Listen to me: I have never sought 
to impose my will upon yours,  
and I have always been the voice of your desire. 
Now that I see you fixed in the folly of your sorrow, 
I want you to listen to me. 
And in me you will hear the voice of your heart: 
open your arms to the faithful 
one who by God's will, became the punisher. 

ANNA (with anguish and hope) 
You forgive him?! 

ANGHILESA (simply and gravely) 
God willed it: 
God made the oath sacrosanct! 

ANNA (with less uneasiness) 
And will I have peace? 

ANGHILESA 
Love, 
like the sunlight, 
dispels shadows... 

                                                 
19 TN: Anghilesa speaks as the personification of the unwritten law of Sardinia of the time. It should be understood 
that Jacòni's crime can be justified in the first place because due to his desperate love for Anna, and as the only 
means of winning her (a crime of passion). He was justified in killing Gjompaulu by reason of the broken oath. 
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ANNA (trembling) 
And you wish?... 

ANGHILESA 
That you marry Jacòni! 

ANNA bows her head upon her breast. ANGHILESA observes her tenderly and caresses her gently; she 
feels that she is pliant and goes out, having taken the cork vessel and the sickle. 

GRAPE-PICKER 
If it depended on young folks... 

ANNA (murmuring, echo-like) 
God willed it.... 

The milking whistle and long rhythmic laughs, abated by distance are heard. Jacòni enters, with the 
hood of his short overcoat pulled down to his eyes, his rifle on his arm. He is quite preoccupied, quiet 
like a shadow. The terrible pallor of his emaciated face stands out, between the crude wool hood and 
his black beard. Placing his rifle against the wall he closes the door softly and takes a few steps. 

JACÒNI (murmuring softly) 
Anna... 

ANNA (she jumps up turning towards him, then draws back towards a chest) 
You?! 

JACÒNI (with no gesture or movement) 
I come – as once before – 
for my life. 
I am weary, 
and God is yet generous to me, 
and gives me two refuges 
from which to choose. (ANNA falls upon the chest) 
The first is in you, 
and you can give it to me as a gift... 
And the other is in God, (ANNA jumps up) 
who knows the eternity 
of the torment which wastes my soul. 
I am the pilgrim of grace 
and I go seeking the last favor, 
which may yet grant me 
a ray of light in this world. 

ANNA (trembling, her eyes downcast) 
I am naught but a shadow of remorse! 

JACÒNI (livening up) 
You are the final good! 

ANNA 
What do you want from me? 

JACÒNI (advancing a step) 
What God willed!  

ANNA (unaware, leaping up) 
You want my death... 

GRAPE-PICKER 
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If it depended on young folks... 

JACÒNI (without moving, looking at her intensely in silence, making the distant voices of the grape-pickers 
audible) 

Anna, is it horror 
that repels you from my embrace? 
You know the immensity of my love 
which has striven against hatred and death: 
and would have striven against God, the just...! 
Why do you shun me? 
My crime has been cleaned from my heart, 
because my heart willed it to be!20 

ANNA (while JACÒNI is speaking, little by little she leans in an attitude of grief – turning her eyes to heaven) 
I do not have the strength, my God...! 

JACÒNI (stretching out his arms) 
Come! 
As once before, my heart 
is purged of sorrow, 
as the pure sun which shines upon the mud.  

ANNA (to herself, sorrowfully) 
Dear God, 
I am so wearied!  

JACÒNI 
Come! 
The innocence of your heart 
will not be sullied by my heart. 

ANNA 
Dear God, 
I cannot resist him! 

JACÒNI (coming closer) 
Come! 
There is but one chain that binds us both! 
One unshadowed heart 
will be born from our joined hearts! 

ANNA (rising and extending her arms as if to destiny) 
Endless anguish 
has put an end to my will! 

JACÒNI (embracing her, and sensing her instinctive response) 
Hell passed 
before my eyes and vanished! 
You are the promise 
God made to my life!  

ANNA (conquered and completely changed) 
You are the will God took from me.  

JACÒNI 

                                                 
20 TN: meaning: because my love prompted me to do it. 
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No! I am love.  

He kisses her. Dusk has fallen slowly: through the open window comes the last gleam of evening; a 
final harvest chant is heard clearly.  

GRAPE-PICKER 
The vineyard would give flowers... 

A final, long «starruta», rhythmic laugh. 
ANGHILESA passes near the doorway: she sees the two lovers embracing, lifts her joined hands to heaven 
as giving thanks and disappears.  

TÀSGIA (from within) 
Ah, my brunette 
Five, four, three, two and one: 
my brunette has brown hair. 

 

CURTAIN 
 
 
 
 

The End 


